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52 THE CONNOISSEUR. 



POEMS BY EDWIN R. CHAMPLIN. 



SONG AFTER PARTING. 

You have said a hundred times 

In my spiritual ear, 
With your passion-freighted chimes, 
Those enchanting lover's rhymes 

That you said when you were here : 
I have heard them when the lark 

Did at Morning's gate appear ; 
1 have heard them in the dark, 
When only God was near. 

This is height of love — to find 
Love speaking everywhere: 

To carry in the mind 

The words that made us kind 
Is bosom-bliss to share! 

I shall hear you night and day, 
However far or near, 

Say the words you used to say 

Night and day when you were here. 



ASSURANCE. 

New glory in the eastern sky, 

The herald of the morning; 
New blossoms on the peony, 

Its wintry green adorning ; 
New tokens in my maiden's eye, 

My fainting heart assuring : 
The.bloom, the glory in the sky, 

Were once to me alluring ; 
But what care I if blossoms fade, or if the sunlight turn to shade, 
If this new day that Love has made shall only prove enduring. 



